got to be cut loose from what it was without us. I
live where I am, and nowhere else: all the rest has
nothing to do with 107 life. I refuse to accept it. But
where I am I must live completely, without help
from anybody else, with a card saying "closed" upon
the door. I know that some day something dramatic
will happen which will force all doors, but I deny and
reject it. I turn away from a world which is shaky on
its foundations. Its scenes, its future, are fraught
with danger. A world which is ready to empty itself
into another world is as perilous a thing as a river
emptying itself into the sea. Such happiness as our
lives may hold is small. Such hope as we may have is
narrow. We draw no attention to ourselves. I once
asked Juliette whether she believed in God. "Would
you like me to?" was her answer. If we accept God,
we accept the destruction of the world, and that I
do not want to do. I must learn how to love as
humans love, before learning how to love as God
loves.

I am concerned only with the life I live day by day
in this enormous post-war scramble. It still makes me
apprehensive and worried. The marks of it must show
still on my stiffly smiling face. I am capable of making
a success of my life, as a schoolmaster once told me. If
Juliette were in a similar predicament, what, I won-
der, would her attitude be? She would make a bad
job of it, I think, from sheer modesty. My father
trained me up never to ask for more when my plate
was empty. I don't ask for my life, I proclaim it.
When there is no more wine I make do with water.
Where now are the staggering marriage feasts of
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